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Meter Beis, on- Taten . 


Frank, as the manly Faith of antient Time, 
Let Truth, for once, h the Great, in Rhine? 
Nor publick Benefit, miſguided, fray, 
Becauſe a Private Wiſber points its Way. 
*| I wond'ring, here, your Greatneſs condeſcends 
Touk, What's HE, who thus, uncall'd, attends ! 
Saile, at a Suitor, who, in Courts, untrac'd, 
Pleas'd, if gerloofd, thus ozuns his humble Tafte —— 


Vow'd an Unenvier, of the bufy Great; 
Too plain for Flatt ry; and, too calm for Hate. 
Hid to be Happy ; who ſurveys, unknown, 
The pow'rlefs Cottage, and the Throne. 
A ſilent Subject to His own Controll: 
Of active Paſſions, but, unyielding Son; 
Exgrofſs'4 by NO Purſuits, amus'd, by All; 
But, deaf, as Adders, to Ambiticn's Call: 
Too Free, for Pow'r, (or Prejudice,) to wix, 


And, ſafely, lodging Liberty, wirnix. 
Great Prince ! th' unfaſhionable Strain, 


Pardon, 
| That uns to Dedicate ; nor ſeeks to gain. 
| | A 2 That, 


1 e Parnce. 


) knows no narrow View ; 
And, Huy oy for Publick Bleflings, courts, ev'n YOU! 


Late a bold Tracer of your meaſur d Mind, 
32 —, to Grief inc lin d) 
faw your Eloquence of Eyes confeſs 
Soft Senſe of BeLvipera's Diſtreſs, 
— thence, ſoredeem d the riſing Years ; 
hail d a Harry NaT1ion, in Your Tears ! 


Oh! —xebly, touch'd !—th Pleaſure chuſe, 
Snatch, from the ſable ves, the fk Mow? 
L the Stages 


« languid People how to feel 


Then her full Soul, ſhall Txacic Pow'r impart, 
And reach Three Three Kingdoms in their Prince's Heart ! 
| diſclaim'd, ſhall 3luſb itſelf away : 


Love Courage, Loyalty, Taſte, Honour, Truth, 
Flaſh'd from the Scene, recharm ning Youth: 
And, Virtues, (by Your Influence form'd) ſuſtain 
The future Glories of their Founder's Reign. 

Nor let due Care of a protected Stage, 
Migudg'd Amuſement, but ſpare Hours 
Strong, ſerious, Taurus, r Maſe Sil 4 
And leads charm'd Reaſon thro? thoſe 
bug * ogra cold _ but Fades ob 4 

us, (pervaſive) faves the pictur'd Souls, 

Beyond all Egypr's Gu us, embalms Mankind: 
And ftamps the living Features of the Mix p. 

Time can eject the Sons of Pow'a, from Fame ; 
And, He, who gains a World, may Losz his Naue. 


But, cheriſb'd Arts infure immortal Breath : 
And, bid their prop Defenders tread on Death ER 
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To His Royal Highneſs the Partners. 


Look back, lov'd Prince ! on Ages ſunk in Shade ! 
And feel, what Dazxwness, abſent Genius made! 
Think, on the dead Fore of your Place ! 
Think, on the ſtern Fir of Race ; 
And, where loft Story in filent Night ; 
Charge to their want of afte, their want of Licur. 


When, in your rifing Grove, no Converſe nigh,) 
Brack 2 s awful Buff, 88 your Eye, 
— from * Cauſe, blind Chronicles D Daraus 

ow rings, dreadful Name 
= thro Faxcy : and surrost him, ſhown 
5 0 to the Muszs known : 


n d;—0 Death's Controll! 
IgE 1 
n Sigh, to mourn his Fate, 
ferm'd no Writers, like his Great ! 
Toke biel De fr 
And build Hin for You ! 


With profound Reſpect, 


SIR, 
Your Rovar Hicunesss's 
m/ humble 


and obedient Servant, 


2. Dag 28 N 
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CES 


* taken Pleaſure, (when 165 my Search toward: 
) to Adee 


Who reach'd Perfection, 1 
It reguir d, methought, but the A a lively 


join'd to an eaſy, „Power; 
with a reſolute Habitude, te B E, for an Hour or two, 
2 abby Perſons, they wou d ſeem Such a Founda- 

or accompliſh'd Acting, lies ſo open, and ſo clearly 

ature, that they, on Ly; at all, muſt diſcover 
20 firſt: _— when Men are once gone out of the 
Road, they, travel the fartheſt, have but moſt 
Length of Way to ride back agazn. 


Aſeftance 
natur 


Yr, et, 


in this manner for the Deſect, J have *| 


 judice, or Partiality, a F 


Pazyact to the READ. 


Yet, the Interefled in Playhouſes were ſo pefitive, in 


the contrary 3 that they ſubmitted to reverence, 
as a Maxim, this extraordinary Confeſſion, ** That 
Actors muſt be twenty Years ſuch, before can 
„expect to be Maſters, of the Air, and Tread of the 
66 »” 


New there fs but u 4 in 2 2 I 
ee 
Man e indeed, 
* Life, in endeevearing 2 to 9 and, {ſe 


nce an Opinion, in theſe 
— fce Wet W believ'd 


2 which had not, yet, Pad. A Practice, 


udden Reſolution, 2 Who was in 
by attempting the ——_—T his, 1 
H_ cc ſacceeding, wou'd net 
fail to give Pleaſure to the Publick ; and, which, miſ- 
— hw than my 
ific ation 

en this Na- 
ture, rather on a New Play, 82 And, 


4 towards any thing, of my own. — Upon 

whole, D 
1 
Choice ; and, wy RE, of Monſieur de 
oltaire, offer” d me every t ang Nature cou'd do, 
on the Part »f the Poet: - bad ftill ſomething to 
wiſh, with regard to that other Pari of her Influence, 


which on the Player. 
I had (of late) the Reft of the Teton, been de- 
priv'd of all rational Pleaſure from the Theatre, by a 
rous, and unmoving, : which, c 


ng 

up CROTON = Tragedy Forbid- 
_— and, 4 

ſee a Correction of this Folly, 


when I cr — . unexpettedly, re-animated by the 
War which The Prompter has proclaim'd, and is _ 
J 


Patra ct to the ReaDpes x. 


l 


eb 


MY > 


very willing 
wer cou'd, on His Part, be A „te the Experiment. 
Reb in thi ink Del from whas Mode, Thr 
taken me to throw one rench 
wen the Publick——Iif ag > oþ Hy 
deceiv'd, it will be found, by the Event, whether our 
Taſte for true Tragedy is declin'd; or the true Art of 


nothing to conclude, but, that 
my Tudgment weak, and miſtaken. 

th the Pro of ak {rom e, mar 
Want of Diſcerament ſome P ple have not bluſh'd, 10 
derive their Dull Qualities, will, in Right of their in- 


PazracEe tothe ReaDpe 


ſulted Underſtanding, Exact, for the future, a warm, 
and, 7 78 Exertion, of the Strong and the 
the! at the Coſt of the Lazy and Aﬀetted. 

This would awaken, at once, the Reflexion, of many, 
who have it in their Power to be moving, and natural, 
Ackors; and by eſfectually convincing them, that their 
Preſent Opinion is wrong, bring 'em over ( for their own, 
—_ Publick Advantage) to embrace, and ſucceed by, 
a one. 

Such a Step, toward reforming the Theatre, won d 
draw on, (as a Conſe e) many of its nobler Im- 

where Emotions 


— this excellent Tragedy, I have re- 
in ſome Places, the Soul, and, in others, the 
„F the Original, Monficur de Voltaire, who 
has nn Degen of our Lan- 
guage, and , will indulge me that Latitude ; 
— he ſhou'd, in obſerving Alterations I have 

, in bis Names, and his Diction, forget, that their 
Motives are to be found, in the Turn of our Naticnal 
Difference. 


After what I have ſaid of the Playhouſes, it wwou'd be 
Injuſtice, not to declare, that I exclude from the Cenſure, 
of ſpeaking, or ating, unnaturally, Any One of the Per- 
ont, ⁊ubo have been caft into ZARA—And, in particu- 
lar, I muſt ſay This, of TWO of them ; that Mr. Mil- 
ward, whe is already a very excellent, and hourly rifing 
to be an accompliſh d, Actor, has a Voice, that bath com- 
prehends, and expreſſes, the utmoſt Compaſs of Harmo- 
ny. And Mr Cibber, diſcerningly, purſued, thro 
the numberleſs Extent of his Walks, is an Actor, of as un- 
limited a compaſs of Genius, as ever I ſawv on the Stage, 
and, is, barely, receiv'd, as he deſerves, when the Town 
i: woſt favourable. 


PR O- 


ata tatatatatatans 
PROLOGUE. 


HE French, howe'er Mercurial they may ſeem, 
And warm their Scenes with an d Flame : 
Tus firange, that Nature never ſhould inſpire 
ve a Chance, to a Taſte of both. 
From Plays, Zara's French Author fir'd, 
And ſnatch'd the | te * hts his Tragich Pile : 
Tara Succeſs his utmoſt — 
Whateer may ſeem to his performance due; 
— Views of Gain, his Hopes or Fears engage, 
» with any one remember d Feature. 
7 — far, the Author ſpeakts—but now, the Player, 
ent 


Written by COLLEY CIBBER, Eſq; 
Spoke by Mr. CIBBER. 
Extinguiſh half their Fire, by Critic Phlegm : 
J. 2 Freedom claim, * 
A Racine's Judgment, with a s Fire ! 
1 night —( to promi 5 we're loth) 
bis Muſe, beyond ber » inſpir 
— — Re * bis Style, 
And a twice twentieth Weeping Audience drew. 
As for our Fri be leaves to you, 
es Child wre to the Stage, 
ing to try, i ly forſaken — 
With trembling Heart, s His humble Prayer. 
7 , the ——— of my Life, 
is Dr as You rec 


if 


PROLOGUE. 


Ho ES IT me ow. 

e 

Warm d inte Skill, by being kindly prais d: 

O ! could ſuch Wonders » from Fawour flow, 

roy of *: 3-4 apo Glow ! 
„ alas ears oppreſt, 

22 bare at the 


Perſons Repreſented. 


Oſman, Sulten of Jeruſalem, = By a Gentleman. 
ee tt 
. } Sever to he ae, ¶ At Ra. 


Oraſmin, Minifer to the Sultan, Mr. Eſte. 
Melidor, an Officer in the Seraglio, Mr. Croſs. 


SCENE, The Seraglio, at Jeruſalem. 


THE 


„ % HM. Te, , .0,.%"% 


| TRAGEDY or ZARA. 


— 


ACTI SCENE I. 
Z ARA and SELIMA. 


guide you : 


You talk no more of N Nation, now, 
Where Men adore their Wives, and Woman's Power 


Draws Rev'rence from a poliſh'd P 's Softneſs : 
Their Husbandy Equals, and their Lovers“ Queens! 
Free, without Scandal; wiſe, without Refiraint ; | 
Their Virtue, due to Nature, not to Fear! 


Why have you ceas'd to wiſh this Change ? 
A barr'd Seraglio!——ſad, ſocial Ti ' 
Scorn'd, and a Slave! All this has loft its Terror; 


And Syria rivals, now, — of Seine / 


Zara. 
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Zara. Joys, which we do not know we do not wiſh, 
My Fate's bound in, by Siox's facred Wall; 
Clos'd, from my Infancy, within this Palace, 
Cufiom has learnt, from Time, the Power to pleaſe - 
I claim no Share in the remoter World, 
The Sultan's Property, his will my law ! 
Unknowing All, but Him, his Power, his Fame 
To live his Subject, is my only Hope, 
All, elſe, an empty Dream 
Sel, Have you forgot 
Abſent Nereftan then? whoſe gen'rous Friendſhip ? 
So nobly vow'd your Chains? 
How oft have you admir'd his dauntleſs Soul? 
Ojman, his Conqu'ror, by his Courage, Charm'd, 
Truſted his Faith, and, on his word, releas'd him: 
Tho' not return'd, in Time—we, yet, expect Him. 
Nor had his noble Journey other Motive, 
Than to procure our Ranſom; — And is this, 
This dear, warm, H an idle Dream ? 
Zara. Since, after two long Years, he not returns 
Tis plain, his Promiſe ſtretch d beyond his Power: 
A Stranger, and a Slave, unknown, like him, 
Propofing much, means little; Talks, and rows, 
Delighted with a Proſpect of Eſcape: 
He promis'd to redeem Ten iſtians more, 
free us all, from Slavery !——T own, 
I once admir'd th' unproſitable Zeal, 
But, now, it charms no longer. 
Sel. What ! If yet, 
He faithful, ſhou'd return, and hold his Vow ! 
Wou'd you not, then 
Zara. => matter Time is paſt; 
Aad every Thing is chang'd— 
Sel. But, — comes This? 
Zara. Go twere too much, to tell thee Zara's fate ; 
The Sultan's Secrets, all, are facred, herc : 
But my fond Heart delights to mix with Thine —— 
Some three Months E when thou, and other Slaves, 
Were forc'd to quit fair Jordan's flow ry Bank; 
Heaven, to cut ſhort the Anguith of my Days, 


Rais'd 


3 


2 6 — — 


——— 
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wo r 
hty Oſman! 

N of him ? 

-—_ This Sultan ! 

'This Conqu'ror of the Chriſtians ! love 
Sel Whom ! 
— T gueks thy Thoughts accuſc 

Thou blu and ts e me; 

But know me better twas unjuſt Suſpicion: 

All Emperor, as he is, I cannot ſt 

To Honours, that bring Shame and with 'em. 

Reaſon, and Pride, thoſe Props of modeſty, 

Suſtain my guarded Heart, and ſtrengthen Virtue ; 

Rather than fink to Infamy, let Chains 

Embrace me, with a Joy, ſuch Love denies : 

No I ſhall, now, aſtoniſh thee ;——His Greatneſs 

Submits, to own a pure, and honeſt Flame; 

e g Crouds, which live, to pleaſe him, 

His w ole Regard is fix'd on Me, alone : 

He offers Marrage——and its Rites, now, wait, 

To crown me Empreſs of this Eaſtern World. 

Sel. Your Virtue, and your Charms, deſerve it all: 

My Heart is not furpriz'd, but ſtruck, to hear it; 


* 
a ten! will © gem 
Will not this Grandeur, falſely call'd a Bliſs, 
Plant Bitterneſs, and root it, in Heart? 


Have you forgot, you are of Chriſtian Blood? 


Zara. Ah me! what haſt thou faid? Why would'ſt 


thou, thus, 
Recall my wav'ri ts ?!—How knowl, what, 
Or whence I am! ven kept it, hid,. in Darkneſs, 
Conceal'd me from myſel?, and from my Blood. 


Sel. Nereſtan, who was born a Chriſtian, here, 
Aﬀerts, that you, like Him, had Chriſtian Parents; 
Befides— That Croſs, which, from your Infant Years, 
Has been preſerv'd, W 

| 2 
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As if deſign'd, by Heaven, a Pledge of Faith, 
Due to the God you pu to forſake. 
Zara. Can my fond Heart, on ſuch a feeble Proof, 
Embrace a Faith, abhorr'd by him I love ? 
I ſee, too plainly, Cn tions wall; 
Our Thoughts, our Morals, our moſt fix'd Belief, 


Are Conſequences of our Place of Birth : 


Born beyond Ganges, I had been a Pagan; 
In France, a Chriſtian ;—1I am, here, a Saracen : 
Tis but Inſtruction, all! Our Parents Hand 


Till, after Reaſon, borrowing Force from Years, 
Had lent its Luſtre, to enlighten Faith ;'—— 

For me, who in my Cradle was their Slave 

Thy Chriſtian Doctrines were, too lately, 12238 ; 
Yet, far from having loſt the Rev'rence due, 
This Crofs, as often as it meets my Eye, 
Strikes thro' my Heart a kind of awful Fear : 
I honour, from my Soul, the Chriſtian Laws, 


Thoſe Laws, which, ſoft'ning Nature, by Humanity, 
Melt Nations into ;—no doubt, 
Chriſtians are happy; and, tis juſt to love em. 


Why will on Joie yet Rand Sik oh 92 Of on” 
join your with this pr man's, 
Who owe? his Triumphs to the Chriſtians” Ruin ! 
Zara. Ah!—who could flight the Offer of his Heart, 
Nay—for I mean to tell thee all my Weakneſs ; 


Perhaps, I had, ere now, profeſs'd Thy Faith, 
But Oſman lov'd me—and I've loſt it All;— 
I think, on none, but Oſman—m - _—_ 
Fill'd with the Blefling, de rd. 

Wants Room for other Happineſs :— 


Eyes, 


his Merit, and his Fame, 

His You blooming but in Manhood's Dawn! 
How many uer'd Kings have ſwell' d his Pow'r ! 
Think, too, how lovely! how his Brow becomes 
This Wreath of early Glories!—Oh! my Friend, 


T talk 


| 


* 


eee ya ww ww ' 
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| talk not of the Scepter, which he gives me: | 
No — to be charg'd with That, were Thanks, 


too humble ; 
Offenſive Tribute, and, too poor, for Love. 
"Twas Oſman, won my Heart, not Oſman's Crown : 


I love not, in him, t, beſides Himſelf. 
They GE, on , that theſe are Starts of Paſſion : 
But, had the Will of Heav'n, leſs bent to bleſs him, 


Doom'd Oſman to my Chains, and Me, to fill 
The —_— Oſman fits on ——Ruin and Wretch- 
edne 
Catch, and conſume, my Wiſhes, but I wou'd —— 
To raiſe me, to my ſelf, deſcend, to Him. 
Sel. J hear, methinks, his Step— Tis he—he comes 


[Exit Selima. 
Zara. My Heart prevented him, and found him near : 
Abſent, two whole Days, the flow pac'd Hour, 


At laſt, is gives him, to my Wiſhes! 
Enter Oſman, reading a paper, which he re-delivers 
to Oraſmin. 


Follows my People's, Happineſs he tt. _ 
8, i At 5 

Cares have wind my Heart—to Love, and Zara. 

__ "Twas not in cruel —_—_ to deprive me 
your Imperial Image—every where, 

You reign, triumphant: Memory ſupplies 

Reflexion, with your Pow'r ; and you, like Heaven, 

Are, always preſent and are, always gracious. 

O/. The Sultans, my great Anceſtors, bequeath'd 
Their Empire to me, 4 their Taſte they gave not; 
Their Laws, their Lives, their Loves, 2 t not me 
{ know, our Prophet ſiniles, on amorous Wiſhes; 

And opens a wide Field, to vaſt D fire : 
I know, that, at my Will, I might _— 
That, walliog Tenderneſe, in wild Profuſion, 


B 3. I might 
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— 5 ne Bel b I. freak, 
ties. 

Serenely flothful, from within my Palace, 

And bid my Pleaſure be my Peoples Law. 

But, ſweet as Softneſs is, its is cruel; 

can look round, and count a hundred Kings, 

Unconquer'd, by themſelves, and Slaves to others. 

Hence was Jeruſalem, to Chriſtians, loſt ; 

But Heaven, 6 OT unbelieving 13 

Taught me, to be a Ki thinking like one. 

—_— from the diſtant Euxine, to the Nile, 

The Trumpet's Voice has wak'd the world to War; 

Yet, amid'ſt Arms, and Death, thy Power has reach d 


me; 

For, on RE, like me, a Love; 
Glory, Zara, join———and c together . 

Zara. | hear at once, with Bluſhes, and, with Joy, 
This Paſſion, fo unlike your Country's Cuſtoms. 

O/. Paſſion, like mine, diſdains my Country's Cuſtoms, 
The Jealouſy, the Faintneſs, the Diſtruſt, 
The proud, ſuperior, Coldneſs, of the Eaſt: 
know to love you, Zara, with Eſteem ; 
To truft your Virtue, and to court your Soul. 
Nobly confiding, I unveil my Heart, 


And dare inform you, that, tis All r own: 

My Joys muſt, Al, 1 be 3 Cares 

Shall lie, conceal'd, within and reach not Zara. 
Zara. Oblig d, by this Exceſs of Tenderneſs, 

How low, how wretched, was the Lot of Zara ! 

Too , with aught, but Thanks, to pay fuch Bleſ- 
0 


f. ſo—I love—and wou'd be lov'd again; 
Let me confeſs it, I poſſeſs a Soul, 
That withes, all, it wiſhes, ardently. 
I ſhou'd believe you hated, had you Power 
To love, with Moderation: Tis my Aim, 
In every Thing, to reach ſupreme PerfeQion. 
If, with an equal Flame, I touch your Heart, 
Marriage attends your Smile—but know, twill make 
Me wretched, if it makes not Zara happy. 
Zara. Ah! Sir, if ſuch a Heart, as gen'rous * 
an, 


* a 8 «a cis 44a 


The Tragedy of Z A R A. 
my 


Zara. [Aſide.] O! Heaven! 
Of. Admit him -What!—Why comes he not! 
Oraſ. He waits, without No Chriſtian dares ap- 


Gives the red — — Exit Oraſmin. 
I think, with Horror, on theſe dreadful Maxims, 
Which harden Kings, inſenſibly, to Tyrants. 

Re-enter Oraſmin, with Nereſtan. 


Ner. Imperial Sultan! honour'd, ev'n by Foes! 
See me, return'd, of my Vow, 
And, punQual, to a Chriſtian's Duty: 
I bring the Ranſom of the Captive, Zara. 
Fair Selima, the Partner of her Fortune, | 
And of ten Chriſtian Captives, Pris' ners, here. 
You promis d, Sultan, if I ſhou'd return, 


To grant their rated Liberty Behold, 


20 The Tragedy of Z AR A. 
I am return'd, and they are yours, no more. 
I wou'd have ſtretch'd my Purpoſe, to Myſelf, 
But Fortune has deny'd it ; My poor All 
Suffic'd, — 1 and a noble Poverty 
Rea Ae for I taught * 
promis 'em Hope. 
But, for m I come, Slave, 
To wait the fuller Hand of farure Charity 
2 Chriſtian! I muſt confeſs, thy Courage charms 


Bur let thy Pride be taught, it treads too high, 
When cl above 
x it preſumes to =o 2 


y 

Such is the Law of States! «Chim bis Guile! 
Thus had He faid, of Me :——1 mourn his Lot, 
Who muſt, in Fetters, loſt to Day-light, pine, 
And figh away old Age, in Grief, and Pain. 
— ——ͤ— Capaie, 
Were to diſhonour ſhe's a Prize, 
Above thy purchaſe | the Chriſtian Realms 
With all their Kings to guide em, wou'd unite 
In vain, to force her from me. Go, retire — 

Ner. For Zara's Ranſom, with her own Conſent, 


. 
Have I not told thee, Chriſtian, all my Will! 
What, if Iprais'd thee !— This ptuous Virtue, 
— my Eſteem, provokes my Pride: 
Be gone and when to-morrow's Sun ſhall riſe 
On my Dominions, be not found——too near me. 
[Exit Ne: an 7 * 
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Zara. [ Afide.] Aſſiſt him, Heaven! 
Moment: 


Leads ber out, and Returns. 
Oraſmin ! didſt thou mark th'imperious Slave 
What cou'd he mean !——he ſigh'd—and, as he went 
Turn'd, and look'd back at Zara /—did'ſ thou mark it? 
Ora, Alas! my Sovereign Maſter! let not Jealouſy 
Strike high enough, to reach your noble Heart. 
Of. Jealouſy, faid'ſt thou! I diſdain it .—No!— 
Diſtruſt is poor ; and a miſplac'd Suſpicion 
Invites, and juſtifies, the Falſhood fear d 
Yet, as I love with Warmth—So, I cou'd hate! 
But, Zera, is above Diſguiſe, and Art 
22 nobler, than my Power. 
] was not Jealous— If I was 
am — Heart but let us drown 
Remembrance of the Word, and of the Image: 
— Heart is fil d with a diviner Flame. 
re for the approaching Nuptials ; 
— 5 to careful Empire joins Delight. 
I muſt allot « one Hour to Jin Love, and Zr 


| Wou'd, but for Love '; ſoft Influence, curſe their Throne, 


And, among crowded Millions, live, alone. 


End of the Firſt 48. 
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ACT H. SCENE I. 


NEREST AN CHATILLON. 

Cha. W Generous, and 
t! 

You, who have broke the Chains of Slaves! 
You, Chriſtian Saviour ! by a Saviour 1. 
Appear, be known, enjoy your due Delight! 
42 Weepers wait, to , Knees, 
They th , to kiſs the happy Hand, that ſa vd em: 
Indulge the kind Impatience of their Eyes, 
And at their Head, command their Hcarts, for ever. 

Ner. Hluſtrious Chatillon ! this Praiſe o erwhelms me: 
What have 4 done, beyond a Chriſtian's Las 4 
Beyond, what you wou d, in my Place, have done 

Cha. Truc—It is ev'ry honeſt Chriſtian's Duty! 
Nay, tis the Bleſſing of fuch minds, as ours, 
For others Good, to facrifice our own—— 


AL. Jada wo, > the Power, 
To execute, that Duty's ! 
For us the Relicts of abandon'd War: 


Forgot in France, and, in Jeruſalem, 
MRR 

d us to a A 
Whos, but for you, we muſt have groan'd out Life ; 
And native France have bleſs'd our Eyes no more. 

Ner. TheWillof Gracious Heaven, that ſoften'd O/man, 
Inſpir'd me, for your fakes ;—— But, with our Joy, 
Flows, mix'd, a bitter Sadneſs——— T1 had hop d, 

To fave, from their Perverſion, a young Beauty, 
Who, in her Infant Innocence, with me, 


Was 


—— 


. —— 


99 "0s OR as. os. edt... MG SCE 


— — 


—— 


5 — 


The Conqu'rors and the Conquer's, 
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Was made a Slave by cruel Noradin ; 


When, ſprinkling Syria, with the Blood of Chriſtians, 
Ce/area's Walls ſaw Lufignan, ſurpris'd, 

And the proud Creſcent riſe, in bloody Tri 

From this Seraglio, having, young, eſcap'd, 

Fate, Three Years fince, reſtor'd me to my Chains; 
Then, ſent to Paris, on my plighted Faith, 

| flatter'd my fond Hope, with vain Reſolves, 

To guide the lovely Zara, to that court, 

Where Lewis hath eſtabliſh'd Virtue's Throne 
But Oſman will detain not Oſman! 
Zara, herſelf, forgets ſhe is a 


And loves the Tyrant Sulan!——Let that fs: 


1 tment, ſtill, more ! 
| our Chriſtian Chriſtian Hope is loſt ! 
1852 pt at your Will —— I am your own. 


Ner. Oh, Sir! Great Lufignan, Gln, their Captive 
That Laſt, cf an Heroick Race of 
That Warrior ! whoſe paſt Fame has 1 the World! 


r to my for ever! 
ve been all redeem'd, in vain: 
Periſh Le 2 who wou'd quit his Chains, 


And leave his noble Chief, behind, in Fetters. 
Alas! you know him not, as I have known him ! 
Thank Mtoren, thes 'd your Birth, ſo far, remov'd 
From thoſe deteſted Days of Blood, and Woe ; 

But I, lefs , was condemn'd, to ſee 

Thy Walls, eruſalem, beat down ——and all 

Our pious Fathers' Labours loſt, in Ruins! 

Heaven! had you ſeen the very Temple rifled! 

The ſacred chre, itſelf, Ng 


Fathers with — . 
And our laſt by Age, 
_ — o'er his murder d Sons! 


Then, Laſgnan, ſole Remnant of his Race, 
Rallying our fared Few, amid{t the Flames, 
F beneath the Cruſh of falling Towers, 
* 
Dreadful——and, waving in his Hand, a Sword, 
Red, with the Blood of Infidels— ery'd out, = 
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This Way, ye faithful Chriſtians ! follow Me 
Ner. How full of Glory was that brave Retreat ! 
Cha. "Twas Heaven, no doubt, that fav'd, and led 

him on ; 


But, as it reach'd his Followers:——And ſhall we, 
For whom our gen'rous Leader ſuffer'd This, 
Be, vilely, ſaſe ] and dare be bleſs#'d, without him! 
Ner. Oh! I ſhou'd hate the Liberty he ſhar d not: 
I knew too well, theſe Miſeries, you deſcribe, 
oor 8 — — 
area a t, 
Were the firſt Objects, which my Eyes e er look'd on. 
Hurried, an Infant, among other I , 
Snatch'd, from the Boſoms of their bleeding 
A Temple ſav d us, till the Slau ceas'd ; 
Then, were we ſent to this ill-fated City, 
Here, in the Palace of our former Ki 
To learn, from Saracens, their hated Faith, 
And be wretched ——Zara, too, 


Shar'd this aptivity ; We, both, » 
fond 


So near each other, that a tender 
Endear'd her to my Wiſhes :—— My 
Pardon its Weakneſs! bleeds, to fee her loſt, 
And, for a barb'rous Tyrant, quit her God ! 

Cha. Such is the Saracens, too fatal, Policy! 
— Lo ae Thats 

„that you, 'd thei 4 

But, let us —— y not this Zara's Int'reft, 
Loving the Sultan, and, by him belov'd, 
For Lufignan procure ſome ſofter Sentence? 
The Wiſe, and Juſt, with Innocence, may draw 


Their 


mi, — £2420 rw 


| 
* 
b 
. 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Advantage, from the Guilt of others. 
Ner. How ſhall I gain Admiſſion to her Preſence ? 
ee, 

the Seraglio's 
cou'd I find That 


x 
7 


2 
* 


8 


Tt 
Hf 
1 


Z 
i 


Enter Zara. 


ſhould we fear each ocher, both, miſtaking ? 


iates, 
NR fa 
Hea t fit to favour your Eſcape, 
And to the Fields of © 
Thence, once again, it was my to find 
r 
, ves, . 2 
177. 441 87 Friendſhip ? 
» your i 
„ ſhall I call it generous Charity : 
To form that noble to redeem 


I , with frequent Tears, remember 
Your Goodneſs will, * 


— 
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And keep your ar Tr ſtith, eller, there. 
Warm'd, by your Great Example, to promote 
That Are that e humanity, fo high, 
PII bea 8 ihe | diſtrefoful Chrifliaas. 


Aer. 3 * on protect the Chriſtians ! You who 
Abju hs ting Truth! and coidly, ſee 
— Lt ak u, their Chief, die flow in Chains ? 


Zara. Lo bring him Freedom, you behold me here, 
You will, this Moment, meet his Eyes in 1 Joy: 
Cha. Shall I, then live, to bleſs that happy Hour? 
Ner. on Chriſtians owe, fo dear a Gift, to Zara? 
Zara. lefs, I 11 Courage, to entreat 
The 1 his Liberty Amaz'd, 
50 ſoon, to gain the Happineſs I wiſh'd ! 
See] where they bring the good, old Chief, grown dim, 
With A wy ay bg nant of 
Cha. How Yi my Heart diſſolvd with ſudden Joy 
Zara. I long to view his venerable Face, 
But Tears, I know not why, eclipſe my Sight ! 
] feel, methinks, redoubled Pity for him ; 
But I, alas! myſelf, have been a Slave: 
And, w__ ——— which we have felt, 
Tis but a partial 
Ner. 8 Whence this Greatneſs in an In- 
! 


Enter Luſignan, led in by two Guards. 


Lu. Where am I? What ving Angel's Voice 
Has call'd me, to reviſit r , * 
an with Chriſtians ?—I am weak—forgive me, - 
a. Ne my trembling Steps :—Pm full of Years, 
— has worn me, more than Age 
[Seating 26% ] Am I, in Truth, at Livery 
Cha. You are ; 
And every Chriſtian's Grief takes end, with 
La. Oh Light! —— Oh! dearer far than Light! 
= that Voice ! Fellow bases! 
atil/on ! is it e f 
And, ſtall cur V 1 s, indeed, have end ? 
In what Place are we, now ? my feeble Eyes, 


Diſ- 


Fry 


8 = R\ <= 


a «a as A tou fic fo. La 
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Diſus d to Daylight, , In vain, to find you. 

Cha. This was the Palace of your Royal Fathers, 
'Tis now, the Son of Neoradin's 10. 

Zara. The Maſter of this Place the mighty 

Oſman ! 

Diſtinguiſhes, and loves to cheriſh Virtue : 
This gen'rous Frenchman, yet, a Stranger to you, 
Drawn from his Native Soil, from Peace and Reſt, 
Rrought the vow'd Ranſoms of Ten Chriſtian Slaves, 
Himſelf, contented, to remain a 14 - 
But Oſman, charm'd by Greatneſs, like his own, 
To equal what he lov'd, has giv'n him you. 

Lu. So gen'rous France infpires her ſocial Sons! 
They have been, ever dear, and uſeful to me! 
Wou'd I were nearer to him Noble Sir ! 

[Nereftan approaches. 

How have I merited, that you for me, 
Shou'd paſs ſuch diſtant Seas, to bring me Bleſſings, 
And hazard own Safety for my Sake ? 

Ner. My Name, Sir, is Vereſtan— Born in Syria, 
| wore the Chains of Slav'ry, my Birth ; 
Till quitting the proud Creſcent, for the Court, 
Where warlike Lerwis reigns, beneath his Eye, 
I learnt the Trade of Arms, The Rank I hold, 
Was but the kind Diſtinction, which he gave me, 
To tempt my Courage, to deſerve Regard. 
Your Sight, unhappy Prince, wou'd charm his Eye; 
That Beſt, and Greateſt Monarch, will behold, 
With Grief and Joy, thoſe venerable Wound:, 
And print Embraces, where your Fetters bound you : 
All Paris will revere the Crofs's Martvr ; 
Paris, the „ ſtill, of ruin'd Kings! : 

Lu. Alas! in Times, long paſt, I've its Glory : 
When Philip, the Victorious liv'd-——1 fought, 
Abreaſt, with Montmorency, and Melun, | 
DEftaing, De Neile, and the far famous Courcy ; 
Names, which were, then, the Praiſe, and Dread, of Wat! 
But, what have I to do at Paris, now ? 
I ſtand upon the Brink of the cold Grave ; 
That way, my Journey lie——to find, I hope, 


The King of Kings, and _ Remembrace, „ 
2 
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ſuifer'd, for his fake——... 
; of my laſt Hour, 

While K 


yers, 

And joi Re ion of my Soul. 
11 
Whoſe Tears do Honour to an old Man's Sorrows! 
Pity a Father, the eſt, ſure ! 
. — 

yes, tho dyi can furniſh Tears : 
Half my long Life, flow'd, and ſtill will flow ! 
A Dau , and three my Heart's proud Hope, 
Were all torn from me, in their tend'reſt Years ; 
My Friend Chatillon knows, and can remember. 
Cha. Would I were 


Periſh in Flame did not need the Grave, 
Their Foes wou'd have deny ; 
Huſband ! and Father ! hel 


2 your 2 

t, 1 ev of Flight was vain, 
had 2 — — Fountain, 

, which waſh the Soul from Sin; 

ing Arms, fierce Saracens 

Forc'd the loſt Innocent, who, filing, lay, 

And pointed playful, at the ſwarthy Spoilers ! 

With her, your youngeſt, then, your only Son, 

Whoſe little Life had reach'd the fourth, fad Year, 

And, juſt, giv'n Senſe, to feel his own Misfortunes, 

Was order'd to this City. 


* 


Ner. | 


( 
| 
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Ner. I, too, hither, | 
Juſt, at that fatal Age, from loſt Cæ ſarea, 
Came, in that Crowd of undiftinguiſh'd Chriſtians. — 


Lu. 38 you thence ?—Alas ! who knows 
t you 
Might, heretofore, have ſeen my two poor Children ? 
[Looking up.] Ha! Madam, that ſmall Ornament you 
wear, 
Its Form a to this Country's Faſhion, 
How has it rs? | 
Zara. From my firſt Breath, Sir— ; 
Ah! What Jou ſeem ſurpriz'd !——Why ſhould 
This move you? 
Lu. Wou d you conſide it to my trembling Hands * 
Zara. To what new Wonder, am I now referv'd : 
Oh ! Sir, what mean you ? 
Oh! ag 51 ered Hope 
! faili ! ive ye not m , 
Can this be poſſible ? Yes, yes, tin She ! 
This little Croſs -I know it, by ſure Marks; 
Oh! take me, Heaven! while I can die with Joy 
Zara. Oh! do not, Sir, diftrat me! —— riſing 


And 12 Fears, oerw'pbelin me! 
Lu. Tell me, yet, 


Has it remain d, for ever, in your Hands? 
What a brought Captives, from Cæſarea, hi- 
ther 
Zara. Both, both 
Ner. Oh, Heaven! Have I then found a Father ? 
Lu. Their Voice! their Looks! 
The living Images of their dear Mother ! : 
O, Thou, who, thus, canſt bleſs my qa laſt Sand ! 
Strengthen my Heart, too feeble for this Joy. 
Madam! Nereftan !—— Help me, Chatillon ! 


Nereftan ! if thou ought'ſt to own that Name, 
Shines there, upon thy Breaſt, a noble Scar, 
Which, ere Cz/area fell, from a fierce Hand, 
Surpriſing us by Night, my Child receiv'd ? 
Ner. Bleſs'd Hand! I bear it, Sir—the Mark is 


there! 
C 3 ; Lu. 


Riſing. 
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Lu. Merciful Heaven ! 
Nereſtan. ¶ Kneeling. ] 

O. Sir 0, 


Zara. [ Kneeling. | 


kneel ——— 


Lu. Again, I find you——dear in Wretc 
O, my brave Son !—and thou, my nameleſs Daughter! 
Now diſſipate all Doubt, remove all Dread: 


Has Heaven, that gives me back my Children—giv'n 


em, 

Such as I loſt em Come they Chriſtians, to me? 
One Weeps——and one declines a conſcious Eye 
Your Silence ſpeak a Too well I underſtand it. 

Zara. | cannot, Sir, deceive you—Oſman's Laws 
Were mine — and Oſman is not Chriſtian 

Lu. Oh ! my miſguided Child !—at that fad Word, 
The little Life, yet mine, had left me quite, 
But that my Death might fix thee, loſt, for ever. 
Sixty long Years, | the Chriſtians Cauſe, 
Saw their doom'd Temple fall, their Power deftroy'd: 
Twenty, a Captive, in a Du 8 
Vet, never, for myſelf, my Tears t Heaven ; 
All. for my Children, roſe my fruitleſs Prayers: 
Yet, what avails a Father's wretched Joy ? 
| have a Daughter gain'd, and Heaven an , 
Rut, tis my Guiit, not hers——— Thy Father's Pri 
Depriv'd thee of thy Fai „do not loſe it: 
Reclaim thy Bicthright—— Think upon the Blood 
Of Twenty Chriſtian Kings, that fills thy Veins ; 
Tis Heroes“ Blood—the Blood of Saints and ! 
What wou'd thy Mother feel, to fee thee thus? 
She, and thy murder d Brothers? Think, they 

call thee ; | 

Think, that thou fee'ſt em ſtretch their bloody Arms, 
And weep to win thee, from their Murderer's Boſom. 


Ev'n, 
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Place, where thou betray'ſt thy God, 
my Child, to fave thee Turn thy Eyes, 
thou art near, his facred Sepulchre ; 
Thou can't not move a Step, but where he trod! 
Thou trembleſt——J[—Oh ! admit me to thy Soul; 
Kill not thy aged, thy afflicted Father; 

1 ſoon, again, the Life thou gav ſt 


You, 

It is my 
Cha. Still, new Miſeries ! 

How cautious Man ſhou'd be, to fay, Pm happy! 
Lu. Theſe are the Times, when Men of Virtue 


That 'tis the Mind, not Blood, infures their Firmneſs. 

Zara. Alas! Sir— Oh ! 

Lu. Oh, you! dare not name you: 
Farewe:l——but, come what may, beſure, remember, 
You the fatal Secret for the reſt, 

Leave all to Heaven, be faithful, and be bleſt. 
End of the Second A. 
ACT 
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ACT WM. SCENE I. 
OSMAN, ORASMIN. 


Of. ay 


1 enn 
French, grown weary, by a Length oes, 
Wiſh not, at once, to quit their fruitful Plains, 
And famiſh on Arabia's defart Sands. 

Their Ships, tis true, have ſpread the Syrian Seas; 
And Lewis, hovering o'er the Coaſt of Cyprus, 
Alarms the Fears of 4 — But, I've learnt, 
That, ing wide, from our unmenac'd Ports, 
He points his , at th' Egyptian Shore. 
There, let him war, and waſte my Enemies; 
Their mutual Conflict will but fix my Throne. 


Releaſe thoſe Chriſtians Il reftore their Freedom: 


*T will pleaſe their Maſter, nor can weaken me: 

Tranſport 'em, at my Coft, to find their King ; 

I wiſh to have him know me: Carry thither, 

This Lufgnan, whom, tell him, I reſtore, 

Becauſe I cannot fear his Fame in Arms ; 

But love him, for his Virtue and his Blood. 

Tell him, my Father having conquer'd, twice, 

Condemn'd him to Chains; but I 

Have ſet him free, that I might triumph more. 
Oraſ. The Chriſtians gain an Army, in his Name. 
Of. I cannot fear a Sound- 
re. But, Sir- ſhou d Lewis 
/ Tell Lewis, and the Wotld——it ſhall be fo: 

Zara propos'd it, and my Heart approves : 

Thy Stateſman's Reaſon 4 too dull for Love 

Why wilt thou force me to confeſs it all ? 


MIN! this Alarm was falſe, and ground- 


ee Cc 


Tho 
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Tho' I to Lewis ſend back Lufignan, 
I give him but to Zara I have griev'd her; 
And ow'd her the Atonement of this Joy. 
Thy falſe Advices, which but now mi 


Of. What meant thou? they were Infant Slaves 
Friends part kind, who are to meet no 


more; 
When Zara aſks, I will refuſe her nothing. 
Reſtraint was never made for thoſe we love ; 


Their Love unfearing, and their Anger told. 

Go—the Chriſtian waits conduct him to her; 

Zara expects thee— What ſhe wills, obey. 

Exit Oſman. 

Oraſ. — Chriſtian ! ente wait a Moment 
e. 


Enter Nereſtan. 


Zara will ſoon approach I go to find her. 
| of [Exit Oraſmin. 
Ner. err 
O, Faith! O, Father! O , loſt Siſter 
She's here ad 
Enter 
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Enter Zara. 


Thank Heaven, it is not then unlawful, 
To ſee you yet once more, my lovely Sifter ! 
Not all fo happy We, who met but now. 
Shall never meet again for Laſig nan 
We ſhall be Orphans fill, and want a Father. 
Zara. Forbid it, Heaven ! 
Ner. His kit, fad Hour's at Hand.— 
That flow of Joy, which follow'd our Difcorery, 
Too ſtrong, and ſudden, for his Ages Weaknels, 
Waſting his Spirits, dry'd the Source of Life, 
And Nature yields kim up, to Time's Demand: 
Shall he not die in Peace — Oh ! let no Doubt 
Diſturb his parting Moments, with Diſtruſt; 
Let me, when I return, to cloſe his Eyes, 
Compoſe his Mind's Impatience too, and tell him 
You are confirm'd a Chriſtian. | 


Zara. O! may his Soul enjoy in Earth and Heaven,“ 


Eternal Reſt ! nor let one 'T hought, one Sigh, 
One bold Complaint of mine, recall his Cares ! 
But you have injur d me, ho ſtill can doubt. 
What! am I not your Siſter ? and ſhall you 
Refuſe me Credit ? you ſuppoſe me light ? 
You, who ſnou'd judge my Honour by your own ! 
Shall diſtruſt a Truth, I dar'd avow, 
And — Apoſtate, on a Siſter's Heart! 
Ner Ah do not miſconceive me ! —P—— if I 
err'd, 
Affection, not Diſtruſt, miſled my fear; 
Your Will may be a Chriſtian, yet, not you: 
There is a facred Mark—a Sign of Faith, 
A Pledge of Promiſe, that wuſt firm your Claim ; 
Waſh you from Guilt, and open Heaven before you 
Swear, ſwear by all the Woes, we all have borne, 
. has the martyr'd Saints, who call you Daughter ; 
hat you conſent, this Day, to feal your yo 


By that myſterious Rite, which waits your 
Zara. | ſwear, by Heaven, and all 
Its Saints, its Martyrs, its atteſting Angels, 


its holy Hoſt, 
And 


_—_ 


.- 
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And the dread Preſence of its living Author, 

To have no Faith, but yours ;—to die a Chriſtian ! 
Now, tell me, what this myſtick Faith requires ? 

Ner. To hate the Happineſs of Oſman's Throne, 
And love ON who, thro' this Maze of Woes, 
Has — pra , unhoping, thus, ther ; 

For me—1 am a Soldier, — Yd 

Nor daring to inſtruct, tho' ſtrong in Faith: 

But I will bring t Ambaſſador of Heaven, 

To clear your Views, and lift you to your God : 

Be it your Taſk, to gain Admiſſion for him. 

But where? from whom ? —— Oh! thou immortal 
Power! 

Whence can we hope it, in this curs'd Seraglio ? 

Who is this Slave of Oſman ?—Yes, this Slave! 

Does ſhe not boaſt the Blood of Twenty Kings ? 

Is not her Race the ſame with that of Lei. 

Is ſhe not Lufgnan's unhappy Daughter? 

A Chriſtian ! and my Siſter ?—yet a Slave ! 

A willing Slave !—l dare not ſpeak more plainly. 

Zara. Cruel! go on—Alas ! you know not me! 
At once, a Stranger to my ſecret Fate, 

My Pains, my Fears, Wiſhes, and my Power: 

This day Priet, with his myterions es 
is ieſt, with his myſteri ; 

la. S 

Myſelf, my Father, or my Father's Race — 

But, tell me nor be tender on this Point; 

What Puniſhment Chriſtian Laws decree 

For an Wretch, who to herſelf, 

Unknown, all abandon'd by the World, 

Loſt, and enſlav d, has in her — Maſter, 

reat, 


Found a ProteQor, Generous, as 

Has touch'd his Heart, and giv'n him all her own ? 
Ner. The Puniſhment of fuch a Slave, ſhou'd be 

Death in this World ——and Pain in that to come. 
Zara. I am that Slave — ftrike here —and fave my 

Shame. 

Ner. Deſtruction to my Hopes Can it be you ? 
Zara. It is——ador'd by Oſman, I adore him: 
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This Hour, the Nuptial Rites will make us One. 
Ner. What! marry Oſman Let the World grow 


dark, 
Thas ho Ur 
Cou' d it be thus, — 1 ater wy 
Zara. Strike, ſtrike—1 him—yes, by Heav'n! 
I love him. 7 
Ner. Death is thy Due — but not thy Due, from me: 
Yet, were the Honour of our Houſe no Bar 
two gentle Laws 
hold back my A 


Oh! 5 Shame! at ſuch a Time as 


When Lewis, that Awake ner of the World, 
Beneath the lifted Croſs, makes Egypt pale, 
And draws the Sword of Heaven, to ſpread our Faith 


Now, to ſubmit to ſee my Siſter, doom'd 
A Boſom Slave, to him, whoſe Tyrant Heart 
But meaſures Glory by the Chriſtian's Woe ! 
gnan may 
As juſt to hear thy Shame, and die to ſcape it. 
Stay — my too angry Brother, — ſtay — per- 
Zara has Reſolution, as thine : 
Tis cruel and unkind !— Thy Words are Crimes; 
Weakneſs but Misfortune ! Doſt thou ſuffer ? 


And ev'ry be fill'd with Oſman. 
How has he lov'd me ! How has he oblig'd me ! 
I owe Thee to him ! What has he not 


To juſtify his boundleſs Pow'r of charming 


For 
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For me, he ſoftens the ſevere Decrees 
Of his own Faith ;—And it is juſt, that mine 


Shou'd bid me hate him, but becauſe he loves me ? 

No— I will be a Chriſtian but, preſerve 
My Gratitude, as facred, as my Faith : 

If I have Death to fear, for O/man's ſake, 
it muſt be, from his Coldnefs, not his Love. 
Ner. I muſt at once, condemn and pity thee ; 
| cannot point thee out, which Way to go, 

But Providence will lend its Light to guide thee. 
That facred Rite, which thou ſhalt now receive, 

Will ſtrengthen, and ſupport th feeble Heart, 

This on many, © We 

Here, then „ begin Performance of thy Vow ; 
Here in the trembling Horrors of thy Soul, 

Promiſe thy , thy Father, and thy God, 

Not to accompli | theſe deteſted Nuptials, 

Til firſt the reverend Prieſt has clear d your Eyes, 


1 and giv'n you claim to Hea- 


Promiſe me 11 
— the good Prick, I will 
But firſt, return chear ay _—_— . 
Tell him, I am, and will be, All wiſhes me ; 
; Rt Wm, to give him Life, we oy to die. 


Ner. — unhappy 


And tell me, wilt thou dare betray thy God! 
What am I ? What am I about to be 


ter of Lufignan ? —or Wife to Oſman ? 


Am > Loves an } or malt 6 Chudiihes ? 

Wou'd Selima were come? and, yet, tis juſt. 

All Friends ſhou'd fly her, who forfakes herſelf : 
What ſhall I do * hat Heart has Strength to bear 
Theſe double Weights of Duty ?— Hel me, Heaven ! 


To thy hard Laws I render up my 
But, Ly 


demand it back—for, now, tis Oſman's— 
D Enter 
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Enter Oſman. 
/. Shine out, appear, be found, my lovely 


Zara ! 
Impatient Eyes attend The Rites expect thee : 
And my devoted Heart no longer brooks 
This Diſtance, from its Softner !——All the Lamps 
Of Nuptial Love are lighted, and burn pure, 

As if they drew their Brightneſs from th * Bluſhes ; 
The holy Moſque is Ty with 12 
Which emulate the Sweetneſs of thy 


Throne that waits thee, ſeems to ſhine more richly, 
As all its Gems, with animated Luftre, 
Fear'd to look dim, beneath the Eyes of Zara ! 
Come, my flow Love ! the Ceremonies wait thee ; 
Come, and begin, from this dear Hour, my Triumph. 

Zara. Oh! what a Wretch am I? OGrief! OLove! 

Of. Come come 

Zara. Where ſhall I hide my Bluſhes ? 

Of. Bluſhes ? __ in my Boſom, hide em 

97 8 My Lord? 

. Nay, Zare—give me thy Hand, and come—- 
ſtruct me, Heaven! 
ebe Alas! I cannot — 
way—this modeſt, ſweet, reluctant Trifling, 

8122 and thy own Beauties ! 

Zara. Ah, me! 

Of. Na t thou ſhould'ſt not be too crue 

Zara. I can no longer bear it——Oh ! my Lord 

Of. Ha !—what !——whence ? * ? 

Zara. My Lord! * 
Heaven knows, this — have deen a Bliſs, 
Above my humble Hopes witneſs, Love ! 
Not, from the Grandeur of your Throne, that Bliſs, 
But from the Pride of calling Oſman, mine. 8 


„ OT rsa 
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Wou'd had been no Emperor ! and I, 
poſſe ſs of Power and Charms deſerving you ! 
That, lighting Aas Thrones, I might, alone, 
Have left a proffer'd World to follow you, 
Through Defarts uninhabited by Men, 
And bleſs'd with ample Room, for Peace and Love! 
But, as it 5 ——theſe Chriſtian ——— 

of Ces what ! 
How two Images into thy Thoughts, 
— oy and my Love ! 

Zara. That good old Chriſtian, reverend Lufignan, 
nw ends his Life, and Woes together! 

Of. Well! let him die——What has thy Heart to 


feel, 
Thus preſſing, and thus tender, from the Death 
Of an old wretched Chriſtian ?— Thank our Prophet, 
Thou art no Chriſtian !- —educated here, 
Thy happy Youth was t our better Faith : 
Sweet, as thy Pity ſhines, tis now miſtim'd ; 
What! tho” an aged Suff rer dies, , 
Why ſhou'd his foreign Fate difturb our ? 
Zara. Sir, if you love me, and would me think 
that I am truly dea 
Of. Heaven! if I love 
Zara. Permit me 
Of. What? 
Zara. —— n—_ 
ff. out 
272 The N ial Rites 
be deferr'd, til 
. What is that the Voice 


Of Zara? 


Zara. Oh! I cannot bear his Frown ! 

Of. Of Zara !—— 

Zara. It is dreadful to my Heart, 
To give you but a ſeeming Cauſe, for Anger ; 
Grief———Alas! I cannot bear it; 


my 

There is a painful Terror in Eye, 

That pavers to wy — Ugh, 
I go, to make a moment's Truce with Tears, 


D 2 
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— 
Exit diſorder 4 
Of. I ſtand immoveable, like ſenſeleſs Marble 
Horror had frozen my fi 

And an aftoniſh'd Silence robb'd 
Of Power, to iell her that ſhe ſhock'd my Soul ! 

Spoke the to me ?—ſure ! I miſunderſtood ber! 

Cou'd it be me the left? What have I ſeen? 


Enter Oraſmin. 


Oraſmin ! What a is here She's gone, 
And I permitted it, I know not how ! 

Oraſ. Perhaps you but accuſe the charming Fault 
Of Innocence, too modeſt, oft, in Love. 

Of. But why, and whence, thoſe Tears? those 

Looks ! that Flight ! 

That Grief! fo ſtamp'd on every Feature! 
If it has been that Frenchman /—What a Thought! 
How low, how horrid a Suſpicion, That ! 
The dreadful Flaſh, at once gives Light, and kilk 


me : 

My too bold Confcience d my Caution ; 
An Infidel !—a Slave !—a Heart, mine, 
Reduc'd, to ſuffer from ſo vile a Rival! | 
But, tell me, did'ſ thou mark em at their Parting ? 
Did'ſ thou obſerve the of their Eyes ? 
Hide nothing from me Is my Love betray'd ? 

| W bande. car ooo 


I hear thy Pity ſpeak, tho' thou art filent. 
Oraſ. I tremble at the Pangs I fee you ſuffer; 

Let not angry Apprehenſion urge 

Your faithful Slave, to irritate your Ang i 


I did, tis true, obſerve ſome parting Tears ; 
But, there are Tears of Charity and Grief : 
I cannot think there was a Cauſe deſerving 
This Agony of Paſſion 


That I ſhou'd ſtand, expos'd, to ſuch an Infult : 
Thou know'ſt, had Zara meant me the Offence, 


————_ * _ 


] 
1 
{ 
' 


—_—_ 
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Wiſdom to have hid it better ; 

tly didſt thou judge ! Zara ſhall know it; 
thy honeſt Service After all, 

not have ſome Cauſe for Tears, which [ 
Concern in—but the Grief it gives her ? 
an unlikely Fear from a poor Slave 

goes to-morrow, and, no doubt, who wiſhes, 
, who reſolves to ſee theſe Climes no more 

f. 8 did you, Sir, againſt our Country's 


Indulge him with a ſecond Leave to come ? 
He faid, he ſhou d return, once more, to ſee her. 
o Return !—the Traitor ! he return !—Dares he 
a ſecond Interview ? 


41 


The Empire of my Will :——Rather than fall 
Beneath myſelf, I muſt, how dear ſoe er 

It coſts me, riſe—— till I look down on Zara 
Awa t mark me—Theſe Seraglio Doors, 
Againſt all Chriſtians, be they henceforth ſhut, 
Cloſe, as the dark Retreats of filent Death. — 


What have I done, juſt Heav'n ! thy Rage to move, 


That thou ſhould'ſ fink me down, fo low, to Love :? 
End of the Third Ad. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


2 AR-4, SELIMA. 


Th toe Sl 
Who can reftore that Father to his 

Za. But I have planted Pain in Gens Boſom ; | 
He loves me, Cen to Death—and 1 reward him, 
With Anguiſh and Defpair :—How baſe ! how cruel ! 
But I deferve him not, I ſhou'd have been 
Too ha and the Hand of Heaven repell'd 

Se. What ! will you then regret the glorious Loſs, 
And hazard thus, a Vict ry bravely won? 

Za. * 1 Victory thou doſt not know, 
This Love, ſo "ful, this fole Joy of Life, 
This firſt, beſt kope of earthly Ha fs, 
le yet, leſs pow'rful in my Heart, Heaven ! " 

0 


nw” 


* 
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F 
4 


There, there, 

I pour before him, ev 

i ſeg him, efface 
' And fill with hi 

But, while 


871 


2 


f 
5 


: 


HH 


f 


not regardleſs 
how, I live, or, when I die, 


| 


- 
f 


wi 
41 
1 


vt 
F- 


c. 
4 
* 


Has Heaven, 
it ? 


ſo nobly form'd his Heart, to hate 


I wiſh, methinks, this reverend Prieſt were come; 
Waun, which ſhake my 
| Yet, know not, why I ſhou'd not dare to hope, 
That Heaven, whoſe all confeſs, and feel, 
Will pardon, and approve, th' Alliance wiſh d: 4 
Perhaps, it ſeats me on the Throne of Syria, * 
To tax my Pow'r, for theſe good Chriſtians Comfort. 
Thou know'ft the mighty Saladine, who, firſt, 
| Conquer'd this Empire, from my Father's Race, 
> Who, like my Oſman, charm'd th' admiring World, 
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1 


HHH. 
7 


Of Beauties, whom the World conceive their Slaves, 
Have Fortune's Claim, at leaſt, to ſure Succeſs : 
But, twere profane to think of Pow'r in Love. 
Dear, as my Paſſion makes you, I decline 
Poſſeſſion of her Charms, whoſe Heart's 3 
ou 


ern ight 
cheriſh Ignorance, to fave uſhes. 
Oſman, in ev'ry Trial, 1 
That he is Emperor Whate'er I ſuffer, 
"Tis due to Honour, that I give up You, 
And, to my injur'd Boſom, take Deſpair, 
Rather than, - poſſeſs you, ſighing, 
Convinc'd thoſe Sighs were never meant for mem 
Go, 1 are free — From Oſman's 
r 

Expect no Wrongs, but ſee his Face no more. 

Zara. At laſt, tis come the feat d, the murd'ring 

Moment 
Is come——and I am curs'd by Earth and Heav'n ! 
[Throws herſelf on the Ground. 

2222 that I am lov'd no more: 

Of. It is too true, my Fame requires it ; 
rene leave you: 
. „ you, and — 
Zara ou weep 
Zara. If I am doom'd to loſe you, 
If I muſt wander o'er an world, . 
Unloving, and unlow ! yet, do Juſtice 
To the Afflicted do not me : 
Puniſh me, if tis needful to your 
But fay not, I deſerv'd it. This, at leaſt, 
Believe for, not the Greatneſs of your Soul 
Is Truth, mare pure and facred——no Regret 


* 


Can 
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I know, I never ought to have been there ; 

My Fate, and my Defects require, I loſe you: 
But, ah ! my Heart was never known to Oſman. 
May Heaven, that puniſhes, for ever hate me, 


If et the loſs of aught but you. 
N means act Love ? 
Raiſes ber. 
Zara. Strike. Strike me, Heaven ! 
Of. What ! is it Love, to force yourſelf to wound 
The Heart you wiſh to 7 hut I find, 
Lovers leaſt know lves, for, I believ'd, 
That I had taken back the Power I gave you; 


Yet, ſee! —you did but weep, and have reſum'd 


me ! 
Proud, as I am I muſt confeſs, one Wiſh 
Evades my Power the Bleſſing to forget you. 


Zara—— Thy Tears were form'd to teach Diſdain, 
That Softneſs can diſarm it. "Tis decreed, 
| ＋ — ever love — but, from ny Cauſe, 
y conſenting Heart my Fires, 
Art thou - pay pn tbjay; 
Speak ? Is it Levity—— or, is it Fear? 
Sorta: t, but for bleſſi N , 
ad, without Joy, been painful——Is it Artifice 
Oh ! ſpare the — Pain: Art was not made 
For Zara ;———Art, however innocent, 
Looks like Deceiving : I abhorr'd it ever. 
Zara. Alas! I have no Art, not ev'n enough, 
To hide this Love, and this Diftreſs, you give me. 
Of. New Riddles ! ſpeak with Plainneſs, to my Soul; 
What can'ſt thou mean? 
Zara. I have no Power to it. 
Of. Is it ſome Secret, rous to my State ? 
Is it ſome Chriſtian Plot, grown 1 
Zara. Lives there a Wretch, , as to betray 


! 
Oſman is bleſs'd, beyond the Reach of Fear ; 
Fears and Misfortunes, threaten only Zara. 
O/. Why, threaten Zara 
Zara. Permit me, at your Feet, 


PT CLAS... | 


The Tragedy of Z AR A. 47 
Thus, trembling, to beſeech a Favour from you. 
Of. A Favour ! Oh! you guide the Will oFOſmen. 
Zara. Ah! wou'd to ven, our Duties were 
united, | 
Firm, as our ts and Wiſhes But this Day, 
But this one ad, ppy Day, permit me, 
Alone, and far divided from your Eye, 
To cover my Di*reſs, left you, too tender 
Shou'd ſee, and ſhare it with me from To-morrow, 
] will not not have a t conceal'd from you. 
Of. What ſtrange Diſquiet ! from what ſtranger 


Cauſe ? 

Zara. If I am really bleſs'd with Oſman's Love, 
He will not, then, refuſe this humble Prayer. 

Of If  _ be. it muſt. — Be pleas'd——my 
Takes Purpoſe from your Wiſhes ; — And, Conſent 
Depends, not on my Choice, but your Decree : 
Go———but remember, how he loves, who thus, 
Finds a Delight in Pain, becauſe ycu give it. 

Zara. It gives me more than Pain, to make you feel 

it. | 


Of. And- can you, Zara, leave me? 
Zara. Alas! my Lord! 


[Exit Zara. 
Oſman. yn Br ſhou'd be, yet, methinks, too 
A n 
00 ſoon, as to my ; 
Wer hidden C —— fork rare Deſpair 
2 — 39 g 
Now, when her Hopes have Wings, and ev ry Wiſh 
Is courted to be lively When I love, 


And Joy, and Empire, her to their Boſom ; 
When, not alone belov'd, but ev'n a Lover : 
Profeſling, and ing; bleſs'd, and bleſſing ; 


To ſee her Eyes, thro' Tears, ſhine myſtick Love! 
"Tis Madneſs ! and I were unworthy Power, 
To ſuffer longer, the capricious Infult ! 
Yet, was L blameleſs ?—No—l was too raſh ; 
I have felt Jealouſy, and ſpoke it to her ; 


I have 


43 The Tragedy of Z A R A. 
I have diſtruſted her——and ſtill he loves: 
Gen'rous Atonement, That ! and 'tis my Duty 
1 of ſoft , ; 
The T ranſports of a which till was Love. 
Henceforth, I never ſuſpect her falſe ; 
Nature's plain Power of Charming dwells about her, 
And Innocence gives Force to ev'ry Word: 

I owe full nce to All the looks, 

For in her Eye ſhines Truth, and ev'ry Beam 
Shoots Confirmation round her I remark'd, 


Who can poſſeſs a Heart, fo low, ſo baſe, | 
To look fuch Tendernefs, and yet have none? 


Enter Melidor, 2with Oraſmin. 


Meli. This Letter, Diſpoſer of the World! 
Addreſs'd to Zara, in private brought, 
Your faithful Guards, this Moment incrcepted, 
And humbly offer to your Sovereign Eye. 

O/. _— give it me. To Zara 


Bring it with Speed———Shame on pour flatrring 


[Advancing, and ſnatching the Letter. 
Be honeſt, and approach me like a Subj | 
Who ſerves the Prince, not f. the Man. 


Meli. One of the Chriſtian Slaves, whom late your 
Releas'd from Bondage, ſought with heedful Guile, 


Were meant me, from this Letter—ſhou'd I read it? 
Meli. Who knows but it contains ſome Truth, 
That may remove all Doubts, and calm your Heart ? 
Of. Be it as 'twill—it ſhall be read—my Hands 
Hare Apprehenſion, that out-reaches mine 


Why 


— 


— 
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Why ſhou'd they tremble thus? Tis done - and now 


[Opens the Letter. 
Fate, be thy Call obey'd———Oraſmin, mark 


= our 
to A . 


« Defſpiſe the 
«© Who wait you, 


Hell! Tortures! Death ! and Woman! — What? 
Oraſmin ? 


Are we awake ? Heard' thou ? Can this be Zara ? 
Oraſ. 3 


Has cover d my afflifted Heart with Horror ! 
Of. Thou ſee'ſt how I am treated ? 


O/. Seek her, this Inftant— go——Oraſmin, 
Shew her this Letter—bid her read, —_— 


Then, in the rifing Horrors of her Guilt, 
Stab her unfaithful Breaſt—and let her die— 
Say, while thou ftrik't—Stay, ſtay return, and pity 


me : 
I will think firſt, a Moment—Let that Chriſtian 


Be ſtrait confronted with her—Stay—l will! 
I will—I know not what ;——Wou'd I were dead, 
Wou'd I had dy'd, unconſcious of this Shame ! 
Oraf. Never did Prince receive fo bold a Wrong. 
O/. See, here, detected, this infernal Secret! 
This Fountain of her Tears, which my weak Heart 
Miſtook for Marks of Tenderneſs and Pain! 


Why! what a Reach has Woman, to deceive ! 


Under how fine a Veil of Grief and Fear, 
—— Rs ww 


And 
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And I, blind Dotard ! gave the Fool's Conſent, 
Sooth'd her, and ſuffer d her to go !—She parted, 
* Diſſolv'd in Tears ; and parted, to betray me 
Oraſ. Reflection ſerves but to confirm her Guilt: 
At length, reſume yourſelf ; awaken ; 
Aﬀert your Greatneſs ; and reſolve like Oſman. 
Of. Nereſtan, too! -Was this the boaſted Honour 
Of that proud Chriſtian ? whom TJeruſalem 
Grew loud in praiſing ! whoſe half-envy'd Virtue 
1 wonder d at, myſelf ! and felt Diſdain, 
To be but equal to a Chriſtian's Greatneſs ! 
2 Ap mr hg + 
„ pretending, pious, ing, Villain ! 
Yet, Any op dap ey 
More H ite, than he —— a Slave! a Wretch! 
So low, ſo loſt, that ev'n the vileſt Labours, 
In which * lay, condemn'd, cou'd never fink 
Beneath his Native Infamy !—Did ſhe not know, 
What I have done, what ſuffer'd—for her ſake ? 
Oraſ. * my gracious Lord ! forgive my 


You wou'd—— | 
Of. I know it—Thou art right—Pll fee her: 
Til tax her in thy Preſence ;—PÞll upbraid her 
I'll let her learn—go—find, and bring her to me. 
Oraſ. Alas! my Lord, diforder'd as you are, 
What can you with to fay ? 
Of. I know not, now: 
Bot . * ſee her = —＋ think, 
er Falſhood has, rhaps, to grieve me. 
. Oraf. Believe Loy Sir, your Threatnings, your 
Complaints, 
What will they all produce, but Zara's Tears, 
To quench this fancy'd Anger ! your loſt Heart, 
Seduc'd, againſt itfelf, will but Reaſons, 
To juſtify the Guilt, which gives it Pain : 
Rather conceal, from Zara, this Diſcovery ; 
And let fome truſty Slave convey the Letter, 
Reclos'd to her own Hand—then, ſhall learn, 
Spite of her Frauds, Diſguiſe, and Artikce, 
'The Firmneſs, or Abaſement of her Soul. 
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Of. Thy Counſel charms me ! We'll about it 
: 


"Twill be ſouie at leaſt, to ſee 


Her Bluſhes, when detected 
Oraſ. Oh! my Lord, 
I doubt you, in the Trial for, your Hear. 
Of. Diſtruſt me not———— m5 Love, indeed, is 
weak, 
gut Honour and Diſdain, more ſtrong than Zara: 
Here, take this fatal Letter——chuſe a Slave, 


Now, ran 
The ſureſt way to ſhun her ; ive Time 
For this diſcovering Trial 2 ſhe's here! 


Enter Zara. 


you , and injur'd me. 
There is, I'm told, an Object, more 1 
Your Love, than Oſnan—I wou'd know his 
Be juſt, nor trifle with my : Tell me, 
Now, while expiring Pity ſtruggles, faint ; 
While I have yet, perhaps, the Pow'r to pardon : 
Give up the bold Invader uy Claim, 1 
2 
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And let him die to fave thee Thou art 


$2 


ſpeak, renounce 


the thunder rolls, ſuſpended, 
oice charm me, and recall 


known 


f 
] 
13 


3 


ſtop it 
my Soul, | 


more on Zara ? 


3 


turns, averſe, and dwells no 


thy V 


That 


Let 


— 74 — 
— 
This Heart, which Heaven delights to prove, by Tor- 


this 


man, 


Learn, Cruel ! learn, that 


Zara. Can it be © 


rures, | 
Did it not love, has Pride, and Pow'r, to ſhun 


Alas ! 


vou: 


will not know me ! What have I 


upon me, 
ours ; 
» I ſwear, 
Kings, 


„or Love, 


Herſelf, 


look down on 


'em all : 


N 
Days, for Y 
{sd, or curs'd 
dearer ev'n than Life 


nl my 
Fate, or 
'd Zara be but Miſtreſs of 


my 
Honour 
She wou d, with cold R 


But, be 
Gon 


And, CTR” 
Notice ! 


I call th 


Heaven! 


erh 


ear t 


y dreadſul 
Deſerves Reproach, tis 


for, but not from, Oſman. 


preſume to ſwear uy! 
uſhing Per) 


Of. What ! does ſhe 


Oh!] Boldneſs of unbl 


vet, 


Perjury ! 


Had I not ſeen, had I not read 


Of her 
I cou 


fuch Proof, 


'd Doubt, 


lieve her. 


iſh 


— 
my Lord, what cruel Fears have 


ight Falſhood, as ex 
aha. og hy and 
? 
What hardd, eee Words wens theſe, 


Zara. Alas! 


ſeiz'd 


07 
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Of. 928 ſhou'd Oſman feel, ſince Zara loves 
Zara. I cannot live, and anſwer to your Voice, 

In that 1 Tone !—Your angry Eye 

Trembles with Fury, while you talk of Love ! 
Of. Since Zara wes him? 


* Is it it poſſible 

or ſhould Sdicdelieve 3 it — © again, 
our nted Violence returns ; 

Alas ! what killing Frowns you dart a me ! 


Can it be kind ? it be juſt, to doubt me ? 
Of. No- can doubt no longer—You may retire. 


[Exit Zata. 


Re-enter Oraſmin. 


Oraſmin ! ſhe's perfidious, ev'n beyond 

Her Sex's undiſcover'd Power of Seeming : 

She's at the topmoſt Point of ſhameleſs Artifice ; 

An 1 5 and eaſy, 

Deſtroying, a Plague, in calm uilli 

2 on > ire : 4 

t ſhines in harmleſs e, bright, and pleaſing. 

Conſuming nothing, till it, firſt, embraces ——— 

Say? haſt thou chos'n a Slave? Is he inſtructed ? 

Haſte, to detect her Vileneſs, and my Wrongs. 
Oraſ. Punctual, I have obey'd your whole Command ; 

But, have you arm'd, my Lord, » your injur'd Heart, 

With Coleneſs, and Indiff rence ? Can you hear, 

All painleſs, and unmov'd, the Falſe One's Shame ? 
Of. Oraſmin! 1 adore her, more than ever ! 
Oraſ. My Lord, my Empe ror! forbid it, Heav'n ! 
O/. I have diſcern'd a Gleam of diſtant Hope; 

This hateful Chriſtian, the light Growth of France, 

Proud, young, vain, amorous, conceited, raſn, 

Has miſconceiv'd ſome charitable Glance, 

And judg'd it Love, in Zara: He, alone, 

Then, has offended me. Is it her Fault, 


Af thoſe, ſhe charms, are indiſcreet, and daring ? 


E 3 Zara, 
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Cou'd it admit Diftruſt, to blot its Face, 
And give Appearance Way, till Proof takes Place. 


End of the Fourth Act. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


Z ARA and SELIM MA. 


Zara. JOTH me, no longer, with this vain De- 
re; 

To a Recluſe, like me, who dares, henceforth, 
preſume Admiſſion '—The Seraglio's — , 


And fave my Princeſs from the Breaſt of Oſman. 
Zara. I wiſh, my Friend, the Comfort of your 


my 
Se. Say you wou'd hear the Voice of Heav'n 


"Tis not your Brother, calls you, but your God. 
Tha hf bis awfel Will! 


The 
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Enter 


— —ę—¼˙½önem— — 
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Enter Selima, and Melidor. 


Go——tell the Chriſtian, who intruſted thee, 
That Zara's Heart is fix'd, nor ſhrinks at Danger; 
And, that my faithful Friend will, at the Hour, 
1 and introduce him, e * 
way the Sultan comes; not us. 
[Exeunt Zara and Selima. 


Enter Oſman, and Oraſmin. 


Of. Swifter, ye Hours, glows 
rr 


How now ! What Meſſage doſt thou bring ? Speak 


bold 
ane 


Mel. N and trembled, and grew pale, and 
paus d; 


Then bluſh'd, and read it; and, again, grew pale; 
, and ſmil'd, and and reſolv d: 
all this Race of vary d Paſſions, 


When the had ſent me out, and calPd me back, 
Tell him (the cry'd) who has intruſted thee, 


That Zara's Heart is fix'd, nor ſhrinks at Danger; 
And, that my faithful Friend will, at the Hour, 
N and introduce him, 1 
Enough be gone—— have no more 
| Ts the Shave. 
Leave me, Thou too, Oraſmin.——Leave me, Life, 


Alone. 
Who am — I! What reſolve I! 
Zara! Nereftan! Sound thoſe Words, like Names 
Decreed to join Why pauſe as 
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Wou'd, I cou'd tear her Image, from my Heart ;— 
"T were happier, not to live, at all, has live 
Her Scorn, the Sport of an ful Falſe one! 


And fink the Sovereign, in a Woman's Property, 
Re-enter Oraſmin. 
9 Friend! return — cannot 


This Abſence, 1. Gp Vaan: "Twas unkind, 
"Twas cruel, to obey me, thus diſtreſs d. 
Pow'r to think, when I had loft thee. 
Hour! Has he appear'd ! This Rival! 
This Villain Chriſ- 


— ophet! Reaſon! Truth! and Love! 
After ſuch Length of Benefits, to wrong me 
How have I over-rated, how miſtaken, 
The Merit of her Beauty! Did I not 
Forget, I was a Monarch? Did I remember, 
Loch Aol wy ve up All; 
Gave illity, Diſtinction, 12 
el . ul eam of my Love! 

"= Se! Sor ! Sultan! my Imperial Maſter 
1 4 fs, and diſdain 
—— —uĩ— penned 

255 Heard ſt thou nothing? 
N. like Dying Groans! 
4 3 — 
Y look out———he comes 


Graf. or Tread of Mort of Mortal Foo. nor Voice 
The 
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The Still — profoundly plung d, 
In Death- like Si ſtirg———The Air 
Is ſoit, as Infants Hey thing Wind 


Steals, thro' the Shadows, r Ni 
8 — 4 times more „than theſe, 
Thou doſt not know 
To 2 1— — — I lov'd her. 
Nor courd have fole — ff hert 


ring Wall! 
an MK Wait no Chains, 


drag him 
But, drag — Nr! © 


Enter Zara and Selima, in the Dark. 


Za. Where art thou, Selime! Give me thy Hand; 
It is ſo dark, I tremble, Ab + 
With Fears, and never felt till now! 

Of. Damnation ! Voice ! the well-known 


That has, fo often, N 
Oh! the 


Revenge, ſtand firm, and intercept bis Wi 
—__ on whom no matter——Earth, and 
ven, 


Wou d 
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Wou'd bluſh, ſhou'd I forbear: —Now——Zara, 


the Dagger. 


Of. Soul? ——then Revenge has reach'd thee——1 
Haſte, From thi fatal Place——1 cannot leave her! 


in «wie, 


Approach, thou Wretch! thou more than curs'd ! come 
Thou! 


** W r e re 


a 
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Thou ! gain'd, 
Haſt giv beyond thy 
Thou Heart of Heroe, with a Traytor's Soul! 
thy due reward, to ſuffer, 
Wahate'er inventive Malice can i 
To make thee feel thy Death, FIT. WO. 
Are my commands obey'd ? 
Oraſ. All is prepar'd. 


O/. + Ap» Eyes look round, in Search of her, 
Whoſe Love, deſcending to a Slave, like Thee, 
: diſhonour'd Hand, receiv'd her Doom! 


= O, fatal, raſh, Miſtake ! 
; Doſt thou behold her, Slave? 
nhappy Siſter ! 

7 5 — thou fay Sifter ; if thou did'ft, 
me, with Deafneſs, Heaven! 

Ne. Tyrant! I did 

CESS IF ISS All, that, now, is left 
2 From my diſtracted Heart, drain, 


The Remnant of the Royal, Cuties, Blood: 


Old La gnan, „in my 
, ns pt ps with his Kit Blefing, 


To his, now, murder'd Daugh ter ! 
Wou'd, I had ſeen the _—. 

I wou'd have liv'd, to ſpeak to her, in Death ; 
Wou'd have awaken'd, in her _ 
A livelier Senſe a 


- 
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ik, Gs hy Faitgr' couth Bilge and Thize 
„ never, ceas'd to ſtream on Syria's Sands; 
rr 
t i orments, a 
Can force one feeble Groan, to feaſt th * 2 | 
ng a 
yrant o'er ound, | 
heeds not me. | 


'rous Heart ;— This Chriſtian Dog= ' 
his Fetters, and obſerve my Will: | 
and all his Friends, give inſtant Liberty: 
pom of the riche 1 

On theſe unhappy Chriſtians ; and, . 

With vary'd Benefits, and charg'd, with Riches, | 
Give be x) wn to the neareſt Port. | 


1 


pb edn As led. DEED. Wes 
End of the Fifth Ad. 


— 8 . 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoke by Mrs. C LIV E. 


E RE, take a Furſeit, Sirs, Jealous 
e he Pains, that Toi 


Save 10, pred Ten? from this new way of Wound- 


6 to Cards, a lone-left Woman 
Has only, One of her Black-Guards, to ſummon ! 
Sighs, and fits mop'd, with ber tame Breaſt to 

And, that cold Treas. is all the Game 
— He —— the fot Deal 


'Slife 
Wher: Women 


. 


EPILOGUE. 


Fir then—A4 Woman Will, or Won't—depend on't: 
If Pe — He Will :—end, there's an End ent. 
— 


i nce fafe and ſound T | 
1 1 Res your Truft is, 


Fed is ion what ſhe pleaſes, 
Blunts Wedlock's Edge l and, all its Torture eaſes : 
For—not to feel your Suff rings, is the ſame, 
1 * N 8 

Thirdly— Wrongs Honour! 
R AN without ſome hurt upon her : | 
ihe, oft Dines ou, dfites bis own — 
wy oft, Dines out, s bis own 's | 

coi . 
If you wou'd Fix 76 
I. perceives her Virtues Over-rated, 
Will fear to r/o bave 1 Aceunt mare jul —— 
Pride, i 5 Seeming: 
By fock——vo Merit your Eflroming. 


* *** 
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